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| always knew females were different from males, and very special. Even before 
my sister Ruth was born five years later, | ran away with my parents’ friends’ daughter, 
Ellen, at the Rockaway, New York Board Walk at age five in the summer of about 1947. 
We were returned with wooden splintered feet by a policeman. 

There were signs all over, including at my parents’ friend Clara’s bathroom. Clara 
had a picture in her bathroom of two young inspecting children with the caption, Vive la 
différence! 

Growing up in the West Bronx, NY, near the Yankee Stadium, my best friends 
were girls. Dancing on Manhattan TV dance shows with my upstairs neighbor Ellen in 
the late 50’s, admiring my Eighth Grade pals Merrill, Reema, Charlette, Barbara, and 
Lydia, and High School pals Janet, Audrey, and Francine. 

Francine played the French Horn in our High School Band. | played the Coronet. 
But she “only had eyes” for the Sousaphone player. 

The 60’s were amazing. By mid-decade, the U. S. government decided that 
negros had rights and women should not be sexually harassed. This was revolutionary. 

In the 70’s, | was working in the U.S. and more pertinently in developing Latin 
America, Middle East. and Asia. Through the next decades, | awakened to the 
incredibly important role woman play in development, as well as life in general. 

No proof is needed. But here are two illustrative tales. 

A Jewish grandmother was walking with her young grandson on the Coney 
Island Broad Walk. A massive wave crashed into them. The grandson was immediately 
swept into the sea. Bubby threw herself on the floor and appealed to God to safely 
return the boy to her. “I'll do anything, anything! I'll Keep kosher, I'll attend synagogue, 
I'll Keep the Sabbath. Anything.” And sure enough, a gentle wave returned the boy 
unharmed to her side. Bubby looked at the boy. She waved her fist to the Heavens. She 
yelled, “He had a hat!” 

Two Mexican grandmothers were walking together. They saw a young boy 


across the street. One abuella said to the other, “Look at that boy. His head is too big 
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for his body!” The other replied, “Oh, that’s mi nieto!” The first abuella retorted, “On him 
it looks good.” 

We all know women are protective, multitasking, compassionate, nurturing, and 
less likely to be criminal, alcoholics, drug addicts, gamblers, smugglers, sex-traffickers, 
and so on. Republican Party Vice Presidential Candidate in 2008, Alaskan Governor 
and outdoorswoman Sarah Palin, was described as “A momma bear with nail polish.” 

| dedicate this short photojournal to Carolina, my long-suffering wife since 1976. 
She’s stuck by me. We moved about twenty times in 45 years. Carolina allowed me to 
work hard. And wherever | wanted. Don’t think that’s not important. 

It’s told that in Heaven there are two cues for men: One for independent men and 
one for hen-pecked men. In all of history, no man ever lined up on the Independent 
Line. But once a man stood in the Independent Line. Saint Peter asked him, “Why are 
YOU on the Independent Line?” The man replied, “My wife told me to stay here.” 

When | had hiring authority, | actively sought out the best candidates. These 
were often women. | followed this advice: 1. Education, training, experience; 2. Energy, 
enthusiasm, hard-working; and 3. Honesty, integrity, transparency. As the Water 
Resources Vice President to a major U.S. environmental engineering firm, My female- 
shy Executive VP boss asked me why | was hiring so many women. | told him they were 
the best candidates. They were. 

Now, | am old and have measured out my life with prescription medicine and 
Metamucil. So, | am writing for friends. And therapy 

The purpose of this photojournal is to present graphic evidence of the women 
who | helped and who helped me in international development where | have worked for 
over 25 years as an environmental engineer. People ask me, why did you work abroad? 
| say, | wall called, | went, | served. It was that simple 

As everyone knows, the world is mostly poor, uneducated, malnourished, 
environmentally destructing, and economically deprived. If there is a realistic solution, it 
must include good governance, self-financing, and income-earning women. If these are 
in place, it’s likely that good health, education, welfare, environment, and economic 
development and trade will follow. 

Based om my readings and observations, countries with high percentages of 
income-earning women produce more gross domestic product per capital or wealth than 


otherwise. Even if those women are not paid fairly or equitably as is the general case. In 
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many developing countries, most of the water resources are used for agriculture, and 
most of the agricultural labor is provided by women at little or no pay. Often, these 
women are relatives, neighbors, and friends who receive only food, clothes, and a place 
to sleep for their labor. 

These photographs were generally snapped by me on small digital cameras 
about the size of a credit card but slightly thicker, or a smartphone. Some may have 
been supplied by colleagues. Sadly, their few pixels make them puny when printed but 
okay on a computer screen. Their common theme? | think they are interesting. That's it. 
But hardly comprehensive. | have thousands of photographs, and left out nearly a 
dozen fascinating countries to keep this note short. Plus, many of my photographs were 


BC, or before computer digitalized cameras. Blessings. 
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At Landsend Mall, Manila, Philippines, 2005 Agency pal, Dr. Mary, 2005 


| always thought “Manila” is the Tagalog word for “mall! Working in the Philippines is 
delightful, for me. When an American is on the escalator, or “moving stairs,” we notice 
there are often two or three slim Filipinas on the steps above, next to each other. With 
plenty of room between them. 


Natural Resources Advisor Dr. Mary preceded me just about everywhere in Asia and 
the Middle East. Wherever | went, the Mission people would say incredulously, “Mary 
was here. Who are you?” 


Possible organizational structure? | have SOOOO many pictures to look at! So many women, 
such little time. And energy. Ugh 


Labor 
Management 
Shops 
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Tucson Arizona rodeo, 2011 


When | was at the Tucson Rodeo, | burst into tears. | remembered the Afghani women who were 
beaten and murdered by the Taliban at the Kabul sports arena for the Islamic crimes of being out 
without a male relative, wearing non-lslamic clothing, or showing too much of themselves in their 
black or purple burkahs. It was not uncommon in Kabul for Afghani drivers to attempt to run over 
women who were chatting in the streets, obstructing traffic. It was not uncommon in Kabul for men to 
shoot at foreigners who they thought were looking at their women folk from the roofs of “Poppy 
Palaces” or foreign guests houses. 

| toured an Afghani clothing manufacturing plant. All of its windows were painted black to prevent 
male workers from looking out at passing Afghani women. The owner was required to hire Afghani 
women, but found it impossible for several reasons. He would need to provide space, food, and 
bathrooms for their protective male relatives. The male workers were uncomfortable with female 
workers. The women were unaccustomed to being with non-relatives. The chatted and socialized too 
much and were unproductive. 


In yellow, left, white-polka-dots, right, Dr. Sonabel led sanitation workshop, Davao, Philippines, 2012 


You can try to have more fun than in the Phils, but it’s touch. Lovely, charming people. Mostly with the 
same name — Maria or Jesus. Nicknames dominate. The older Filipinos speak or understand some 
Spanish, especially in the south. This was one of several provincial or governate workshops to 
promote municipal wastewater hauling by “honey wagons” for treatment at regional satellite treatment 
plants. Davao was easy as the lady governor was the daughter of a very strong politician. When the 
governor agreed, it was done! Her father later came the country’s anti-drug lord President. Several of 
the governorates were governed by boards as their governors were... assassinated. Not many 
people wanted the job after that. 
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Foreign Service National executive sectary Sambo, Phnom Penh, Cambodia, 2005 


Mad dogs and Englishmen go off in the mid-day sun, in old Phnom Penh. Sambo ran my logistics to 
the environmental protection workshop | ran, and my boat excursion to and bus trip return to Angkor 
Reap. | learned on the trip that the USG-funded schools and hospitals were free to attend but if you 
wanted education or medical care, you'd have to pay the teachers and the health care workers. | also 
learned that if you need to use the toilet on the low boats along the Mekong, it’s not that easy. 
Especially for women. 


Cheerful Dr. Christine, Director of Public Health, Tilisay, Philippines, February 2012 


She told me she lived in her family home all her life and didn’t know it was built over the septic tank. 
Until it overflowed. 


Cebu City Planning secretary Rio and planning officer lroy, February 2012 
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My dynamic, multilingual translator Drilona and me at Prizren’s stone bridge, Kosovo, 2009 
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| was in Kosovo to conduct an environmental, threats and opportunities assessment. Driliona was 
fluent in five languages. She learned English from American TV programs. She was very bright and 
anticipated my interview questions Just about everyone we met wanted me to take them to America. 


Finance manager Dawn, James, gender specialist Meena, Heelam Hotel, Kabul, Afghanistan 2010 


Americans Dawn and James were born in Jalalabad near the Pakistani border to State Department 
parents. Meena and | had worked together on a mid-term evaluation of a USG strategic roads 
program. She ran for parliament, and is so proud of it, it's on her business card. Meena and | stayed 
at the Jalalabad Russian Hotel several times. At one time, we had a retired U.S. military escort. He 
asked the clerk boy for a light bulb because there was no light in his modest room. The boy said, 
“Why would you need a bulb? There’s no electricity in your room, sir.” 

The Heelam was attacked several times. Once while | was a guest there, | left for a week in Jalalabad 
but kept my room. When | returned, | saw the same dead cockroaches in the same place on my 
bathroom floor. After each attack, the hotel upgraded its security. 

Dawn, who ran a women’s victim non-profit, and James, who taught at a technical college, gave me a 
small lapis boulder which miraculously Afghan customs allowed me to take out of the country after | 
threw a fit. | was at the Heelam several times for assignments related to USG-funded agriculture and 
road programs. 
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Dr. Lois and her energetic Mr. Condom Team, promoting safe sex in South East Asia, Bangkok 


International assistance in promoting safe sex and prevention of sexually transmitted disease is a big 
deal, along with promoting western education. In much of the developing world, there are all sorts of 
wild cures for STDs, including that having sex with an infant will cure you! The problems and worries 
over STDs are so server that one must consider the introduction of STDs in environmental 
assessments for roads and other infrastructure projects which would bring strangers to villages. I’ve 
encountered villages in Afghanistan that declined roads connecting them for fear of anticipated STDs 
and criminal activity from non-locals. Even thought the Koran explicitly says it’s worth moving a 
mosque to build a connecting road. Back to the STDs. Some countries have very low reported STDs, 
and use their donor-funded STD/ AIDS hospitals for routine medical care, like in Vietnam. BTW, in 
Vietnam, the government considers all handicapped people as handicapped, which includes people 
who wear eyeglasses, hearing aids, had cataract surgery, or walk with a cane or walker. Very difficult 
to unravel such statics. 
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Me and my shy but efficient executive assistant, Nabila, at the Cairo Opera House, Egypt, 2006 


Talk about a “shaggy dog story.” He’s a pic before they threw us out. | wasn’t wearing a suit, so | was 
not allowed into this beautiful Japanese donated Opera House in Zamalek, Cairo’s “pleasure island” 
with its tour boats, horse race tracks, and intimate parks where youngster visit caves for... ergh, 
intimacy. | returned at a later trip with a full-dress suit and we were allowed into the opera for a 
delightful night of selected arias. The dress code had changed. A suit was no longer required. In fact, 
while waiting for Nabila to “powder her nose,” opera fans queried me for programs and directions to 
the water closets. Nabila had a difficult life, abandoned by her several husbands and her family 
because she... could not bare children. In Islam, its easy for a man to divorce, and almost impossible 
for a woman. A man merely needs to say three times: “I divorce you.” That's it. There was a case 
where a man did this over the phone. The Islamic Court overthrew the divorce. But the husband 
quickly announced three times, “I divorce you,” and that was it. In the Middle East, there are several 
civil courts, depending on your religion. The problem arises when the disputing parties are from 
different religions. Hmm. Oh, Nabila was my assistant for a donor project to make jobs for everyday 
Egyptians in the water, environmental, and tourism sectors. She was very efficient. And there’s lots of 
intriguing stories about those times in The City Victorious. | won’t bore you with them. But one: The 
Police beat the hell out of my driver Ahmed for driving around my hotel without car registration 
credentials and complaining about them stopping him. They also beat up the men in the rest room at 
a national park when | need to use the water closet. 
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Wonderful profound remunder of the things that make us fumari 


The Beauty Academy of Kabul, Afghanistan 


“This 75-minute film is an arresting and optimistic portrait of post-Taliban Afghanistan. It 
captures the wonderfully odd circumstances that bring Afghan and American women together in 
pursuit of physical beauty and much more. In this unique film, a quirky gaggle of Western 
hairstylists, including Afghan-American women, armed with blow driers and designer scissors, 
improbably opens a school to teach eager Afghan women the high art of fixing hair. Torn by 
decades of war and oppression, the women of Kabul embrace perm rods and mascara with 
unbridled hope even as they candidly recall the horrors of burkahs and bombs. Both humorous 
and slyly subversive, the film offers poignant moments of culture clash between the Americans 
and Afghans, and touching moments of feminine solidarity. Eschewing the trivial, the film 
innovatively renders the odd story of international goodwill through hair care in exquisitely 
human terms.” 


This was one of about 30 films | showed at the USAID Library in the Ronald Reagan Building. My wife 
being a cosmetologist rather liked it too. It’s a great film, but unfortunately, the Taliban assassinated 
all of the women who ran the Academy. Speaking of cosmetologist, | have two stories. 
1. When | returned from my restoring Iraqi oil assignment and began a DC assignment as a 
Congressionally appointed foreign service officer for Asia and the Near East, | attended a 
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debate at the National Press Club President GW Bush was reelected for a second term. Half 
the panel were very unhappy, while the other half were cheerful. When it came time for 
questions, disheveled me arose and said something about the consequences of representative 
democracy and asked if they thought perhaps parliamentary, dictatorship, or tribal rule would 
be better. Afterwards, my wife called from San Francisco to say she saw me on TV. | asked 
her what she thought about my question. She said, she had no opinion but | need a haircut. 

2. Years later when my cosmetology instructor wife joined me in DC, and my agency 
Administrator resigned over a sex scandal and was replaced by a woman, Carolina and | went 
to my office one night. She saw a picture of the new Administrator. Carolina said she didn’t like 
her. | asked her why? She said, “How can she be the Administrator? Her roots are showing.” 


Life can be very cruel for women. We had a project in Indonesia to shelter abused women, very 
common in Muslim countries rife with what we think of as domestic violence, rape, and incest. It was 
a successful program for three years with video, safe houses, talks shows, etc. Until Islamists 
discovered it was US-sponsored. They killed and mutilated our Indonesian implementing partners. 
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Kurdish work crew, Kirkuk, lraq 2003 


| supervised this and a larger crew. There was a huge turn-over in female workers. The Turkish 
women in charge told me that the female workers were embarrassed by the pornography in many of 
the men’s trailers in our man camp. | went to see the man camp manager but when | saw the 
pornography on his walls, | knew there was nothing to be done. 

One of the women became sick and we all chipped in so she could see a doctor and have the needed 
surgery. The women were too modest to tell me the exact medical issue, but It was life threatening. 
Several of the workers of course longed to escape Iraq. Happily, | was able to facilitate this through a 
high-level friend in a Mediterranean country. | asked my friend if he could find work for them. He told 
me if they came to him, he’d put them to work. 

One of the women-humiliating activities | would see daily was when | would pick up my Iraqi team 
through security check. They always lined up with the men first, and the women afterwards. So 
contrary to what | observed in Mexico, Haiti, and Vietnam where women are more likely to be put to 
head of the lines in banks, theaters, and buses. 


15 


Jaffna Bro Fresh Juice Bar, Sri Lanka, 2019 ) 


| was the team leader for the storm water drainage master and procurement plan. Whenever my 
driver took me past this neighborhood juice bar, | would buy freshly made lemon, orange, or 
pineapple juice. Unfortunately, they never had pomegranate which is marvelous. | loved having 
pomegranate juice in Afghanistan and Pakistan, and of course back home in the U.S. 
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Phnom Penh curios shop, Cambodia 


In much of the world, low-labor cost clerks are women. This was taken in a shop which sold local 
jewelry, art, crafts, and souvenirs or curios. Cambodia women weavers are famous for dying thread in 
such a way that when they weave it in such a way into scarves, there are engaging patterns on both 
sides. | had my female Cambodian driver to take me to a market and negotiated for several scarves. 
“What’s your best price?” | asked. “What’s your best price if | bought three?” “If | bought a dozen?” 
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Nurse Elaine and me, Café Side, Kabul, 2005 Peter & remarkable Albanian Vokshi, Kabul, 2005 


Senior Chemical Engineer Professors, Mehran University of Engineering and Technology (MUET), 
Jamshoro, Pakistan, 2011 


Dental care, Cebu, Philippines 


| was the international wastewater engineer and technical leader on this regional wastewater 
collection and satellite treatment plant project. From my hotel named for the national flower, located a 
few thousand feet from Magellan’s Cross where he was killed by Lapu-Lapu, | would dine at the local 


17 


corner restaurant for breakfast and dinner. And eat fresh pineapple and roasted peanuts 
(“groundnuts”) for lunch from the street vendors. The woman in the dark blouse on the left ran the 
restaurant. | chipped my tooth, which ultimately was capped years later. The restauranteur drove me 
to her dentist dental daughter in the white coat. The dentist gave my tooth a temporary fix. BTW, my 
hotel was a low-end hotel which served low-end travelers, prostitutes, and businessmen. My modest 
room had dirty sheets and no towels or soap until | called my female facilitator in Manila. My masterful 
facilitator promptly corrected that by chatting with the hotel manager. 


Karin operating a Pedalflo water pump by feet, Sri Lanka, 2005 


My deputy mission environmental office was showing me how easy it is to pump water by foot. 
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Woman and boy processing food, Sri Lanka, 2005 


Crops be generally must cleaned, sorted, and processed before sale and consumption. These natives 
are doing their jobs. 


Jaffna elementary school boys, Sri Lanka, 2005 


In much of the world, boys and girls are separated in schools, but all wear simple uniforms. Usually, 
attending school is free but if you want to learn anything, you have to pay the teacher for lessons. It 
could easily cost up to $50 a month. In some Middle Eastern cultures, girls are fed last and not even 


given a name until they are a year old. 
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Dhaka Bangladesh environmental team, 2006 


Naturally, the woman is the team leader. 
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Flyover Cul-du-Sac with marvelous Francophile “Tweetie” to inspect 3-hurricane damage, Haiti, 2008 
We were a U.S. team to assess damages and recommend how to restore lost agricultural soils, 
manage floods, and control drainage. Tweetie was our bon vivant and fun-loving companion. We 
rapidly observed that most structures were buried by yards of transported soil and debris from the 
storms, except those with full walls around them which let the water in but kept the soil and debris 
out. Even the small creeks were buried. Our agency had built several small concrete-block structures 
and equipped them with meteorological monitoring and public address warning systems. But we 
couldn’t find them. Entrepreneurial Haitian pilfered the equipment for resale, even the concrete blocks 
for reuse. Our agency had a new building. The Haitian government donated the land, but it was in an 
active floodplain and flooded often. The agency architects moved all the offices to higher floors and 
left the ground floor for as a huge lobby and cafeteria. We met with several Haitian non-profits which 
claimed to have relevant expertise for restoration grants; but we found they had no knowledge or 
experience in their hastily formed NPOs but created them solely to take our funding. | had 
Montezuma’s Revenge on this trip, but not seriously enough for hospital care as | had in Addis Ababa 
years later. The agency doctor and nurse filled me up with electrolytes poising as soft drinks. 
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Bangla ecotourism committee meeting, 2006 


| was promoting natural resources to produce jobs, income, and wealth by ecological tourism, 
camping, bird watching, fishing, harvesting, and non-timber or sustainable resource products and 
activities without destroying wetlands and forests. Women often do well at managing. 
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Young lady environmental protection student, Dhaka, Bangladesh, 2006 


One of my over 3,000 students in environmental protection, or 22CFR216, the foreign equivalent of 
the U.S. National Environmental Quality Act as ordered by Judge John Sirica of Watergate Fame. 
The law came about after the USG inadvertently allow several Pakistani boys to kill themselves by 
misapplying malathion to control malaria in the early 1970s. In much of Asia, women dress 
eloquently, men not. 
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“Successful microfinance activities, Bangladesh, 2006 
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By lending village women a few dollars to improve sustainable fishing, and buy chickens, then ducks 
and milk cows as they repay these microfinance loans, they use their profits to fund tailor, food shops, 
cafes, motorcycle repairs, appliance sales, etc. And to see doctors and dentists. It’s really 
remarkable. 
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Zabelene Trash Collectors and Recyclers, Cairo, Egypt, 2006 


The Christian Zabelene sect of former pig farmers creates its income by collecting and recycling 
Cairo trash. Their school curricula are based on these activities, including mathematics, reading, 
writing, and science study. The remarkable woman in the red sweater was the donor-funded program 
manager to upgrade Zabelene capabilities. 
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Rural women, left, benefit from green mountain roads, and vegetable farming, right, Nepal, 2006 
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USG funded village hand-built, green mountain roads, and irrigated vegetable farms. The roads need 
frequent repair after storms. Irrigation water is provided by galvanized pipes smashed into the 
fractured mountain rocks to flow by gravity about the farms. Simple, sustainable. 
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Badakhshan Women’s Small-to-Medium Business Meeting, Afghanistan, 2008 


USG donor funds many programs aimed to promote women in small-to-medium businesses such as 
jewelry, cheese, yogurt, milk, clothing, handicrafts making and sales. 
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Friends in Dubai, United Arab Emirates, 2008 


Dubai is a great place to party. Ms. Akmanat on the far left, married the UK guy to her left, is from 
Kazakhstan. We worked together in Kuwait to restore Iraqi Oil for the USG. On a trip through Dubai at 
around 2004, | had this strange experience. | was asleep at the resorts outdoor pool when | heard a 
commotion. | looked up to see several beautiful, topless Syrian women at the kiddy pool, protesting 
the Dubai prohibition of public nudity. They were swiftly ushered away from site by hotel staff and the 
religious police. In the tumult, | left my expensive Seattle Gore-Tex Sombrero on my lounge chair. | 
returned to my room and showered. | thought my hat would have been stolen but thought in this 
Islamic country, theft is severely punished. | returned to my lounge chair. My bright blue hat was 
exactly where | left it, while the pool area was full with joyous and energetic families. Ultimately, | 
gave my hat to an Iraqi in a torrential rain around Kirkuk. Nice hat it was. 
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Tour of agricultural university demonstration farm, Afghanistan, 2008 


The USG funds several demonstration farms throughout Asia and the Middle East. This one was set 
up by a prominent U.S. midwestern university and run by American graduate students. Afghani 
students are not so keen at manual labor, mostly coming from upper classes. Note Carol, the gal in 
the white long-sleeve shirt and blue dungarees, is the donor’s agricultural program director. She and 
the mission staff were upset with me because they expected me to defend their non-compliance with 
22CFR216 as pointed out by the Special Inspector General’s Audit. But | could not as the mission 
was out-of-compliance. She also refused to accept any responsibility for non-compliance, blaming the 
mission environmental officer (MEO) whose job it is to advise the mission project and program 
officers. MEOs have no enforcement authority. However, the Deputy Mission Director was a good 
friend and did all my lapis and silver jewelry shopping for me at the open market with the cadre of 
Filipina third-country nationals who ran the mission’s finance, payroll, and procurement accounts. 


There was so much corruption in Afghanistan. In one exposed scandal, the roofs of donor-funded 
buildings collapsed in snow storms. The buildings had plywood rather than steel roofs, contrary to 
specifications. When asked by the press, The Agency Administrator said it was impossible to monitor 
the work in war zones. He resigned, as did the mission director. The USG contractor didn’t monitor 
the Afghan contractor’s work either. It was a fine job! 
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Women having fun at Lorraine’s farewell party, Kabul, Afghanistan, 2008 


When American staff leave foreign missions for home or transfer, it’s a sad yet joyous event. No one 
seems to make any fuss for men. 
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Me and my Jordan Mission Environmental Officer, Dr. Amal, at an Agaba fish shop, Jordan, 2006 


A remarkable person. My most compliance MEO. On my first work with her in 2000 to evaluated 
Jordan’s water and environmental sector programs and budget for the next five years at three levels, | 
noted that Jordan didn’t have a central environmental agency. Because she came from a town which 
the Prophet Muhammad visited, she was able to attend a sharia with the King. Dr. Amal told His 
Majesty that Jordan needed an environmental agency. He immediately created one. On my 
subsequent environmental protection training trips to Jordan, Dr. Amal always assured that 
Environmental Rangers from that agency attended and participated. At one public consultation with 
villagers concerning a new school being proposed by our agency, she of course spoke in Arabic and 
said, “Blah-blah-blah.” | asked Amal what does that mean. She replied, “Barney, don’t you have ‘blah- 
blah-blah’ in America?” BTW, when an Arabic speaker pronounces BARNEY, it’s very guttural and 
sounds a bit like a chain-saw. As there is no “P” in Arabic, | was formally referred to as BARNEY 
Bobkin by Arabic speakers, including movie theatre attendants. Once | was coming out of Amman’s 
Safeway counting my change, when a man yelled, “Bush! Bush!” | thought it was an anti-American 
comment as GW was our President, but he was merely telling me to “push” the door. And Egyptian 
was detained by DC police for driving around the White House. When questioned, he said, “I’m 
looking for a barking space.” 
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Unfortunately, our colleague at the Mission, Larry, was assassinated by terrorists during my first trip 
to Jordan. During a later trip, | foiled a kidnapping attempt on myself. Not space for details here. Just 
saying. But | can’t resist. After Larry was assassinated in his garage, State evacuated all unnecessary 
personal and warned us not to wear anything identifying us as Americans. | couldn’t ear my Jordan 
Embassy golf shirt! More seriously, the police captured the two assassins and they had our hotel 
listed as a target. The hotel manage was very proud of the capture. | asked him if he thought the 
police tortured the assassins. He said, “Of course, how else do you get a confession? You Americans 
have all these unsolved crimes, but we never have this problem.” 


He told me that once a giraffe escaped from the Amman Zoo. The police sent three cadres to find the 
animal and return it. Two returned to headquarters empty-handed. They were sent to find the third. 
They found the third torturing a donkey in the forest, trying to get it to confess it was a giraffe. 
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Zabul girls anticipating new school, Afghanistan, 2008 


USG builds and staffs thousands of schools in Asia and the Middle East. Congress requires that they 
include men and women, and conform to the American Disability Act. Unfortunately, in Moslem 
countries in the Middle East, boys and girls are culturally forbidden to be together unless they are 
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relatives. Moreover, disabled or handicapped people are considered inheritors of ancestral sins and 
deemed unworthy. In addition, to some Islamicists, its sacrilegious to face Mecca while urinating. 
Consequently, tens of thousands of US-built schools have been destroyed, along with buses, 
equipment, supplies, and administrators, teachers, and assistants murdered. At my first experience at 
a girl’s school in Kabul, the girls were huddled on the earthen floor, hiding from the Taliban. They 
needed everything. | gave them all the pens | pilfered from the fancy hotels my client put me up in. 


Menika Jewelry, Islamabad, Pakistan, 2017 


An example of women made and distributed jewelry, on my guest house bed. The two women came 
to my room at my request as | was on lock down due to fighting at the Red Mosque around the 
corner. | bought just about everything the gals recommended. Pakistani President “General” 
Musharraf surrounded the mosque and killed hundreds of terrorists held up there. A common joke is, 
“Why do so many presidents have the same first name?” “General.” He was a very brave man. He 
was interviewed on Pakistani TV by a beautiful woman who did not cover her hair. The TV news in 
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Dubai teased, “Musharraf is not afraid to be interviewed by a beautiful woman who does not cover her 
hair!” 


The Syrian Bride on Wed., Oct. 31, 2-4 p.m. USAID's Knowledge Center’s 
International Development Film Series presents Director Eran Riklis’ award-winning 100- 
min., 2004 The Syrian Bride at 2 to 4 p.m., Wednesday, October 31, 2007 at USAID 
Information Center, Mezzanine Floor, Ronald Reagan Building. “Immensely memorable... 
sensitive and thoughtful... tragic and darkly comic” says the NY Daily News. English, 
French, Hebrew, Russian with English subtitles. RSVP Fatmata McCormick 
fmccormack@usaid.gov or (202) 712-0509. 


32 


WORK IN IF APPROPRIATE: Live from Kampala, Uganda. Having Sunday breakfast for 2 2 
hours with a Brit, working up my UK-USA translations: flat = apartment, WC = bathroom, tea = 
coffee, lift = elevator, lorry = truck, knock up = pick up, moving stairs = escalator, pissed = 
drunk, bit = piece, book = appointment, cheers = good bye, mate = friend, no worries = no 
problem, pond = Atlantic Ocean, Europe = the continent of Europe less the UK, bloody = 
fucking. We degrees to UK acronyms like COP, TIP, POSH and | teach him American ones like 
SNAFU, FUBAR. SOL. He tells me during the Crimean War, a British message was sent “Send 
reinforcements, we’re going to advance,” which was received as “Send three and four pence, 
we’re going to a dance.” He says since then, we have those international letter codes, you 
know, Alpha, Baker, Charlie, Delta, Echo, ... 


We exchange stories and trite-isms from the UK and US. | tell him my favorite story of Queen 
Elizabeth visiting President George Bush I. He takes her to a DC baseball game. She asks him 
what the rules are. He says, “Baseball is very simple. Say, I'll kiss you on the strikes, you’ll 
kiss me on the balls.” 


Ten hours later, live from the Bomah Hotel in Gulu. | am wearing an insect-repellant patch on 
the outside of my pant legs. I can smell it. Hope it keeps dem bugs away. There is a bednet 
over my bed. Some insecticide-impregnated bednets disappear to be used as wedding veils, 
wedding dresses, children’s clothing, and even fishing nets. The restaurant is lovely. | order a 
Greek salad which is anything but and a pizza from the menu, but there is no pizza. | order 
lemonade which takes 30 minutes to prepare. My national expert orders a roast chicken which 
comes out like charcoal and mimosas which are delicious. We have a Uganda tea which takes 
30 minutes to prepare and is mostly hot milk but very nice. 


He tells me UK Prime Minister Winston Churchill had a state dinner with President Harry 
Truman in the US White House. It was a turkey dinner. Churchill said he’d like some breast. 
Mrs. Truman told him in America we do not say breast, we say white meat. So, Churchill asked 
politely for white meat. The next day he sent Mrs. Truman a lovely Victorian locket on a silver 
chain with a note. The note said, “Dear Mrs. Truman, | hope you will wear this token my 
respect for you on your white meat for many years.” 


| met an American policewoman, Linda, who is training Uganda police in human rights. She 
loves to shop. On Friday she went to the market and bought me baskets and beads for my 
wife, for only $20. On Saturday, | went to the mall next to my hotel and for $42 (or 98,000 UGX) 
| bought a Wilson athletic bag for the baskets and beads, never been much of an athletic 
supporter because of bum leg and general laziness. 


Driving 200 km from Kampala north to Gulu, we pass a national wildlife sanctuary with 
charming mammals gazing at us, hoping we might throw some food scraps at them. Noble 
animals these baboons. | snapped a picture of one. Plus, it looks like a ship driving towards 
us from the red clay fields, but it is merely piles of bagged charcoal listing the oncoming 
truck. Took a pic as well. 


Driving north, Lucy says to watch out for West Uganda girls. “Why,” | ask. She says modestly, 
“If aman marries a West Uganda girl, he is no longer a man.” Richard explains that West 
Uganda women are very domineering. 


Lucy grew up in Norway, and has lots of stories about catching, preparing, preserving... fish, 
which is the national pastime in the land of mountains and fjords. She has lots to say about 
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Russian cars as well. She says, “Why do the rear windshields in Lodas have extra-strong 
defrosters?” “I don’t know,” | say. “So, when you are pushing them in the winter, your hands 
won’t freeze.” 


Our driver gets pulled over by the police for going 84 KPH in a 50 KPH zone. We think we need 
to pay a bribe, but Lucy says not to but to be very polite and apologize. The cop shows up his 
radar gun reading 84 KPHM but our driver is very polite and apologizes. The cop waves us 
along, no ticket, no bribe. He probably makes less than $250 a week, less than our per diem, 
but we are free. 


Lucy, my savvy Norwegian Uganda-national expert, tells a story of a European pal of hers who 
made a sharp right turn from the left-hand lane (they drive on the left side in UG) around a 
broken-down truck to avoid an accident. He is stopped by a Ugandan cop. The cop tells him 
the sharp turn is illegal. The cop wants 5,000 UGX (Ug shilling, about $2). The European guy is 
pissed (not drunk) and demands to see the legal papers. The cop shows him the citation in the 
law as reckless driving. The European guy insists on getting a ticket and will go to court on it. 
The cop takes the guy’s driver’s permit (we would say license) and gives the guy a ticket. The 
next morning, the guy goes to the court, waits for hours, is sent from office to office, decides 
to pay the now 50,000 UGX (about $20) fine, but has to fill out a special form which he doesn’t 
understand. He gets sent to special clerk who helps him fill out the form but demand 5,000 
UGX for helping the guy. He pays a parking fee. The guy goes to the bank to pay the fee. The 
bank is closed. He pays a parking fee. He returns the next day and pays the fee at the 
appropriate bank. He pays a parking fee. He brings the bank-payment receipt to the court 
which stamps his payment voucher. He pays for parking, and then drives to the police station 
to show the cop he’s paid up so the cop should return his permit. But the cop is leaving for 
lunch and tells the guy he’Il be back from lunch in two or three hours as he has some errands 
to run, and would the guy buy him lunch! He pays a parking fee. Of course, the European guy 
has already lost hours and buys the cop lunch so he can get his driver’s permit back and go 
about his business, whot! Which | understand is UK for duh! 


Lucy tells me this classic corruption story. A man forced a young girl to marry him in Uganda. 
She was “under age,” but this is commonly done nonetheless. Her parents filed a complaint 
against the man with the police. The newspapers told the story. The man paid the police to 
drop the charges. The newspaper reported the charges were dropped for lack of evidence. The 
parents paid the police to re-investigate the charges. The newspaper reported the police were 
investigating. The man paid the police to drop the charges. The newspapers again reported 
the charges were dropped for lack of evidence. The parents paid the police again to re- 
investigate the charges. And so on and so on. Ugh. 


Driving from Pader to Kitgum on Thursday afternoon, | ask my Ugandans about growing up. 
My driver comes from a village in central Uganda, a brownish guy. My research assistant 
comes from a village in northern Uganda, a black guy. My central guy says he has nine 
brothers and sisters from his mother; one brother died of malaria at 15 years. My northern guy 
says he has 13 brothers and sisters from his mother; seven died before age five. They both 
walked kilometers for water and to bath. There was lots of worm disease and stomach illness. 
Now, not much worms as most water is from boreholes. Some villagers boil water on charcoal 
fires before drink; most have no treatment — no chlorine bleach or sand filtration. Some leave 
their Jerry cans of water in the sunlight all day to disinfect them. They both now live in 
Kampala and send half or more of their salary home to parents and other relatives. My 
assistant sends three relatives through secondary school and four through elementary 
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school, plus partially supports his parents. They both are expected to pay for family 
emergencies, health care, supplies, etc. when called upon. Yikes. 
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Old Popkin and energetic caregiver/ maid Kamsda at Pizza Hut, Jaffna, Sri Lanka, 2019 


Kamsda cared for me graciously while | was team leader for the Jaffna stormwater drainage master 
and procurement plan. Her English and my Tamil were incompatible. She asked me on my first night, 
“Would you like brandy?” | was surprised and said yes. She brought me a cut of “bland tea.” Hmm. 
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Iragi work crews line up for security check, Kirkuk, Iraq, 2004 


Note women are ALWAYS lined up last. Or else. | had responsibility for them when they were in our 
man camp. We found one making a sketch of the base. He was dismissed. For the first three months, 
| lived in Kuwait and commuted to the south in convoys to work in southern Iraq. Then in the last 
three months, | lived in the man camp and worked northern Iraq. | southern Iraq, | saw the SCUD 
missile mounds were facing southwest, and realized | inadvertently crossed into Iran. The high-end 
resort hotel was marvelous. They played Christmas music about reindeers, gifts, love, snow, etc., but 
once the “Christ the King” music showed up, the music was banned. We had an incident where a 
case of booze was shipped into the country illegally. Customs arrested the subcontinent worker who 
came to pick up the booze and deported him. The resort was run by beautiful, competent Filipinas. 
Some were born-again Christians. During Ramadan, the religious police caught subcontinent workers 
smoking, eating, and drinking water during daylight. They were deported. | visited the Kuwait Oil 
Museum which made no mention of the US role in liberating Kuwait from Iraq. | drank and smoked 
with the Palestinian who was the oil company environmental officer during Eid. He denied that Israel 
existed. | denied Palestine existed. We got along well... with alcohol. 
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Dinner is served by gracias Filipinas to George, Kirkuk, Iraq 2004 


My name is so uncommon, except to young mothers who break out in the Barney song, “I love you, 
you love me, we're happy family!” This drives U.S. soldiers mad, but brings great smiles to these food 
servers. How do they know my name is “Barney?” It’s written in bold, black letters on my helmet. 
What else should it say? Tescadero? Oh, why was | there? To rebuild Iraqi oil production and 
pipelines, and protect U.S. and Iraqi workers, and try to stay alive and generally unharmed. Several of 
us were maimed or killed by insurgents. They would lob improvised explosive devices at us, and 
leave dead dogs on the roads — stuffed with explosives. Most of our team’s deaths were caused by 
our drivers overturning vehicles and by flying helmets not property snapped, and of course, unbelted 
seat belts. 
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Myra in the middle, supper program officer with foreign service nationals, Islamabad, Pakistan, 2007 


Myra was running USG infrastructure interventions in Pakistan, including design and construction of 
buildings to support governance. We visited several together, including court houses, and small-to- 
medium business enterprises such as marble and granite cutting and polishing shops. Unfortunately, 
electrical saws are not used in the quarries because electricity is unreliable. The rock slabs are 
excavated by blasting which creates cracks in the slabs. The slabs are filled in the shopped with 
plasticized gel, reducing their value when slices for building facing or counter tops. Again 
unfortunately, the art of ceramic tile making which is very profitable, is not practiced. Oh, Myra 
graduated from San Jose State University, where my Uncle Ralph designed and ran the hydraulics 
lab. But she didn’t study hydraulics. 
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Davao massage girls and agent, Philippines, 2012 
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My professional women’s team in the Philippines, 2012 


These brilliant Filipinas saw me through my wastewater collection and satellite treatment project. 
They all are named Maria, but have nicknames for everyday use. They are mostly PhDs in 
economics, finance, wastewater, public health, psychology, sociology, etc. They told the most 
surpassing and amusing jokes. The best one: Where does a Filipino man go after having sex? Home! 
And, What do you call an unmarried Filipina woman? Lucky. 


At 


= | 
Indian war and financial correspondent Huma, left, and colleagues, 2004 


| met Huma in Kuwait. She was covering the Annual Gulf Conference. Most of the delegates wouldn’t 
talk with her because... she’s a woman. Even though a Muslim. She said as a child she couldn't visit 
her Hindu friends because she was a meat eater. They would need to decontaminate their homes if 
she visited them. We became good friends. She even had me write an article for the Financial Times. 
And visited me in DC. | took her to Adams Morgan Synagogue for July 4° Shabbat night service. The 
Cantor put all the melodies into American patriotic songs. It was delightful. The rabbi was puzzled as | 
introduced Huma as my daughter. Her full name means “Lucky Bird.” We visited the very crowded Taj 
Mahal together and had several adventures. Being from South India, she’s always turning on the heat 
while I’m always turning on the AC in the cars. She can’t be hot enough. 
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Crossing the Red Sea from mainland Egypt to the Sinai, 2003 


| was in Egypt to create jobs for everyday Egyptians in water, environment, and tourism which U.S. 
Ambassador Lynn Chaney imitated. The program was called PEPE, but later changed to LIFE 
because the program officer didn’t like the name. Our project economist was the granddaughter of 
King Farrok. | read that 80% of Egyptian women underwent female genital mutilation, an African 
custom not common outside Africa. | also visited Lake Fayoom which Joseph built to capture to 
overflow of the Nile using Greek slaves. To this day, you can buy an adolescent, blond-haired girl, a 
descendent of these Greek slaves. In the summer, it’s very hot in Arabia, so “the Arabs are coming” is 
a term heard throughout Cairo and Alexandria resorts. Some wealthy Arab youth molest women in 
elevators, and the lobbies are teaming with prostitutes. Your cell phone is bombarded with 
propositions in all languages. In general, it’s not wise for western men or women to enter elevators 
with Muslims because you never know what may happen. In my high-end hotel, American women 
were raped in elevators by Saudis. And two retired American men were shot and killed by an Islamist 
for having a beer in the restaurant. 


Our chief of party was a large primate animal trainer. Dr. Pat loved poached eggs but the high-end 
restaurant chefs didn’t know what it was. She'd barge into the kitchen and show them, but they 
continually failed. Until one morning, she was presented with the perfect poached egg. Pat wrote a 
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letter to the management thanking them for the service. But the next day, the chef said he was fired 
for going outside the menu. We were able to facilitate his re-hire. He told us the management told him 
as punishment, he could never become “employee of the month.” 
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Chatting with Sister Rebecca and maid Maria in Cagayan de Oro Airport, Mindanao, Phils, 2007 


The airport was shut down for hours because flights were delayed. No air conditioning. Crowded 
bathrooms. No ventilation. Terribly uncomfortable. | was in Mindanao to monitor and evaluate small 
infrastructure projects — roads, bridges, coastal markets, food processing courts, etc. A dangerous 
Muslim break-away province. Which is why malls and better hotel have scanners and check you 
carefully. The picture gives a sense of crowdedness. Oh, the little camera case hanging from my neck 
was very convenient. 
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Decorative business and IT specialist Bushna and community relations Kawab, Sana’a, Yemen, 2011 


They kept me safe in Yemen. | taught environmental protection and proposed small-to-medium 
business opportunities in the water, wastewater, and solid waste sectors. They both now live in 
Europe. They used to take me to lunch in the Bushna family Mercedes, protected by a gaggle of 
heavily robed young and beautiful Muslim women. Once they decided | looked pale and sent me to 
the emergency hospital with one of their colleagues, fully-robed ladies. | was okay. But afterwards, 
waiting for our ride back to the office, we were approached by a darkly robed Yemeni woman. My 
Yemeni lady guide, also heavily robbed, said, “Oh, it’s my professor!” | asked her, “How can you tell?” 
She said, “By her shoes.” By thy shoes thou shall know thee. Hee-hee. 
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Technical advisor Stephanie bartering at Bab Al-Yemen suk shop, Sana’a, Yemen, 2010 


Gracious, athletic, and elegant Stephanie was a superb shopper. If there was a Nobel Prize... 
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Technical advisor Stephanie, trying on wedding dresses, Sana’a, Yemen, 2010 


Stephanie proving that.. God must be a... man. 
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